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By THE PARTY ON THE SPorT. 


Wednesday.—Went off down to Worcester this morning and 
started the Diocesan Conference. Nice town Worcester, somehow ; 
dull, but attractive; the “cloistered calm” very soothing to the 
nerves. Had to leave a bit early to fetch the Duke and Duchess of 
York from Gordon Castle and take them to Perth. The “‘ fair city”’ 
is a dirty hole, but the country round about is splendid—when it 
doesn’t rain. It did rain, so I came along home. In the evening 
helped Sir Joseph Fitch to present certificates to students of the 
Morley Memorial College at Victoria Hall. 


Thursday.— Thought I'd like another look at Worcester, so ran 
down again to see how the Diocesan chaps were getting on. Found 
them suggesting a “close time for clergy,” and that the latter 
should only marry with their bishops’ consent ! 


CONSECRATED CUPID. 


(The Clergyman to his Love.) 
Regard, sweet maiden, a divine 
Who loves you most sincerely, 
And say, oh! say, you will be mine 
For ever, dear—or nearly ; 
Oh, say you will ameliorate 
My lone and lorn condition — 
You have, I may proceed to state, 
His lordship’s kind permission. 


Took Mr. Balfour down to Dundee (or is it up ?), and let him talk 
lf 





with Sir Claude Macdonald and the China Association at 
Hotel Metropole. 


F'riday.—W ent over to New York and helped to swell the “ Dewey 
celebration ’’ — kept it up from dawn to Dewey eve, and had a high 
old time. Assisted Her Most Gracious to present colours to the 
2nd Battalion of the Seaforth Highlanders at Balmoral. Also 
superintended the selection of Alderman Newton for Lord Mayor, 


Saturday.—Took Mr. Balfour along to Drem, and told him to 
play as much golf as he wanted to; then went and fetched the 
York children home from Balmoral. After which, ran over to 
Dublin, where I heard some funny Irishmen were going to hold a 
pro-Boer meeting. Everybody to his taste, of course, and “ birds 
of a feather,” but really! 








FOULING THE NEST. 
They met, bejabers ! on the green, 
The countrymen of Dion, 
To praise the foemen of their Queen 
And jeer the British Lion 
They swore to speed, with voice and pen, 
Each baleful fact and rumour 
And yet they say that Irishmen 
Possess a sense of humour! 


Came along back, and experienced a great football surprise. Saw 
Derby score its first win of the season—against Aston Villa of all 
others! Went to the Toynbee Hall conversazione in the evening. 


Monday.—Began on the pheasants. Got thorougly wet through,but 
didn’t get any birds till I called at the poulterers on my way home 
Where did he get them from I wonder? Spent a pleasant afternoon 
at the Norwich Festival Rehearsal, and attended the opening 
for the winter session of most of the hospital medical schools before 
I got to bed—took clinical repose, in fact! 


Tuesday.—Took Dewey (that’s Admiral Dewey) along to 
Washington and got him presented with a sword. It is a nice 
sword, and he seemed pleased. Then went and had a look at the 
yacht race. Unsatisfactory, as usual. A draw this time. Made 
my way to Paris, and expressed my satisfaction at the Venezuela 
award. 

VENEZUELA SETTLED. 
Though claims were contradictory 
In every respect, 
The upshot is a victory 
For each one—in effect ; 
No warlike conflagration—shows 








out golf and politics and cricket, things which he understands. Or kicking up a shine 

ook the Duke and Duchess of York to Drumlanrig Castle, and But artful arbitration shows 
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“Say, muvver, there’s a man outside as says if we don't pay the rent soon we shall have to vaccinate the premises! ”’ 


Leal Little Laddie! 


JouNNIE's pa is a Cabinet Minister, 
Johnnie's ma is a housewife good, 
Johnnie's self, with cohesion sinister, 
Cleaves to puddle and grease and mud. 
Oft his face is for dirt invisible ; 
Then says ma, as she chucks his chin, 
‘‘ All unclean, Johnnie, all unkissable— 
Bless my heart, what a state you're in!”’ 


Johnnie, spick and —_ as Arcadia's 
Shepherd boys, toddled out to play; 

Fell in a ditch with a two-feet radius— 
Fell and rolled: so through all the day 
Kept from the homestead slily, shirkingly— 
Tenenet his kiltie wi’ sticks and sherds. 

Ma, at eventide, finds him lurkingly 
Lain, and speaks in reproachful words. 


‘* Oh, what a dreadful state! Why didn’t you 
Come and tell me when first you fell ? 


Are you ‘fraid of ma, that you've been and hidden you ?”’ 


Proudly Johnnie's young heart doth swell. 
Broad, black, ink-like kiss on her cheek writ is: 
“ No, ma, no! But I heard from pa 


That the man who fails TO KEEP A STATE SECRET IS 
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(Hard) Lines from Cabby. 


"ERE! Mr. Editor, once more 
I asks your kind hassistance— 
Them ’aughty Peelers charges me 
With horganised resistance, 
Just all becos I gives a lift 
To my wife’s bruvver—Jaggers— 
And runs ’im through the hempty Strand, 
They stops me, and looks daggers. 
And now, my boss, to-day, ’e sez: 
**Wiv’ this ’ere Transvaal croisis, 
I’m goin’ ter sell your gee, you see, 
They're gettin’ up in prices— 
The L.G.O. Uo’s. a-sellin’ theirs, 
And so’s severial bosses’’— 
Why, bless my buttons! in a mo’ 
We'll run quite out of 'osses— 
Them motor 'buses— it’s a week 
Ago since first they start— 
We cabbies all is growlers now— 
It fairly breaks my ‘art ; 
So, Mr. Editor, I ‘opes 
You'll do your wery best 
To give us coves a lift; Ili do 
The same for you—if you protest 
Free, gratis, and for nuffin’, si: 
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She.—‘* Would you do me a kindness, Mr. De Bore?’ 
He.—‘' With the greatest of pleasure.”’ 


cyclometer. Thanks somuch!” (She gets rid of him.) 


Walamo: 
THE LAND OF BEWITCHMENT. 


A GALLANT young soldier set out to explore 
~ _ Lands widely remote in Mid-Afric’s parched soil, 
Beyond Abyssinia, a country unknown, 
Through arduous travel, great danger, and toil. 


He had heard that this country was devil-possessed ; 
Of course, he was warned of this fact in advance, 
But still he determined his fortune to try, 
And vowed his Somali should lead him no dance. 


They thought at the frontier he sure would be stopped, 
But he and his party were warmly received. 
Mysterious land he found fertile and fair, 


Walamos had ne’er seen a white man before ; 
The scare and the devilment earnest began ; 
A guide, a Somali, then rushed into camp, 
With yelling, and shrieking, as madman he ran. 











646 ERT on tae : - 9? b _rIAC$ 
Walamo! Walamo! Walamo!” he crie 
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She.—*I want to know which is the nearer way home from here. 
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I'll ride by the upper road; will you go by the lower? You havea 


There runs a tradition both dark, weird, and dread, 

If strangers should eat, and Walamos should gaze, 
They swiftly fall sick with a whirl of the brain, 

Go raving with madness, or die of this craze. 
The captain, in true, scientific pursuit, 

Partook of his food with this hypnotic race; 
But, when diabolical seizure began, 

He made a stampede at a wonderful pace ! 

J. H.O. 








Intersected with streams which the landscape relieved. 


Upon the Pier. 
RoUNDEL. 
Upon the pier I love to stroll, 
And whisper in a dainty ear 


A tale of love, while we patrol 
Upon the pier. 





For sea and sky alone are near, 
The dancing waves beneath us roll, 
And sympathetic stars shine clear. 


Within the windows of her soul 
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HOW WE EXPRESS OURSELVES. 


She,--‘* Yes, old Mr. Grumpus is better this morning, but he has really been very ill, 


you know; he has been three weeks in bed with a doctor.” 


He,—* Rather hard on the doctor! 


Dopper Device. 
SALISBURY :— 


Suoor it ‘oom, Joe, the game's in our 
hands, 
Shoot it 'oom, Joe, as straight as can 
be 
Make a rush at the ball, 
Send it straight at old Paul, 
Leave the little ‘un, Joseph, to me. 
They are cutting it fine, 
To depend upon Steyn— 
** Footer "’'s not in his line 
I can see.’ 
For the Press that is “ yellow " 
Says, ‘‘ Steyn is ‘‘ small beer "— 
He's a silly young fellow 
To come and play here. 
But, ‘‘ a finer young footballer never was 
seen |" 
Cries the Press, strange and new, 
Which believes it is ‘‘ blue,” 
When it’s merely uncommonly 
“ green.” : 
But never mind that, shoot it ‘oom 
Do not care though™your enemi 
{-\a ry _ 6 


tl oa 
_-_ 


Le] 


Make adash at the ball, 
And you'll settle old Paul— 


Shoot it ‘oom, gentle Joe, shoot 


it ‘oom! 
KRUGEB: 


sless my life, I believe it’s a goal — 


For that Joseph's a terrible man— 


’Gainst a“ forward "’ like him 
The Boer prospect looks grim, 


Though we play up as well as we can. 


Now if Harcourt were here, 
Or Old Morley, it’s clear 
We'd have won with a cheer 
As We ran. 
But this terrible fellow 
He sweeps us away, 
And the Press, which is ‘‘ yellow,” 
Approves of his play. 


But ‘‘ Remember Majuba’s " a hard thing 


to cry, 
And it makes a man weep, 
Who a goal has to keep, 


When he knows ‘twill be lost by-and- 


bye. 
And as for that Stev: he’s 





He is not worth a rush, 
When it comes to a crush— 
Here it comes—and we’re done, so to 
speak. 


STEYN :— 


Well, I have to thank Kruger for this ; 
For he told me those chaps couldn’t 
play— 
But it’s plain as can be 
They’re too heavy for me— 
Ah, I’ve had quite enough for to-day. 
Said that Kruger: ‘‘ Old Boy, 
It’s a game you'll enjoy! ”’ 
Just a trick to decoy 
Me away! 
For that Joseph comes rushing ; 
He’s here and he’s there— 
Ah, this bustling and crushing 
Will soon make me swear. 
For a nice little mess I have got myself 
in. 
If we’ve lost ! I’m undone! 
I gain naught—if we’ve won ! 
It’s a nice game for Steyn to begin. 
There’s Salisbury waiting for me, 
A fine man to tackle, is he! 
And, at my time of life 
Such tempestuous strife 
With my health will I fear disagree. 
JOSEPH :— 
Ah, I have you, Paul Kruger, at last ; 
Did you think that this game was so 
rough ? 
Ah, your day, Paul, is past— 
All is over, at last— 
This one game you will find, sir, 
enough. 
Though you said you would play 
Till you swept us away, 
It’s as clear as the day— 
It was bluff. 
You were really too Enowing, 
Too clever by Lalf, 
And the sport you are showing 
Will make people laugh. 
For your poor little friend I’m as grieved 
as can be, 
For I’m sorry to say 
We must clear him away— 
Even Free States must not make too 
free. 
Look out, for the ball’s coming ’oom, 
There’s one maxim, as wise as a tome, 
Just remember, ‘‘ Sharp tools, 
Are not playthings for—(Boers) 
Here’s Majuba, at last, coming ’oom! 


Tit-for-Tat. 

Cyclist.—‘‘ I'm ‘ run down,’ doctor.”’ 

Facetious Doctor.—‘* Well, you’ve run 
down a good many people in your time, 
so it’s only tit-for-tat.” 


Unsociable. 


First Cook.—‘t How do you like your 
new place ?”’ 

Second Ditto—‘*Not much. The 
policeman on the beat is a vegetarian, a 
teetotaller, and a married man, and you 
can’t get a word out of him.”’ 


His Opinion. 
Mrs. Booser. — “John, you smell 
horribly of whiskey.” 
Mr. Booser. “Well, you smellsh 
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Ir cannot be said that the venerable mother- 
in-law joke—which must by this time carry a 
load of whiskers (chestnut whiskers), fully 
entitling it to rank with the dog-faced man 
—has any particularly new light thrown 
upon it by the Criterion play My Daughter- 
in-Law. And yet, except for some weakness 


| 





W 


te in the last act—due to a ‘“nuff sed”’ influence 

\Y \K *  —it keeps at a high level of amusement most 
Was: ra of the time. The first act is genuinely funny, 
on : and the dinner-table incident of the second 


ag act (though not fully worked _ keeps the 


“ pot a-boiling” merrily. It is only in the last act, as I have said, 
that the fun gets out of. breath, as it were, and begins to pant and 
show signs my distress. It is excellently played. Miss Fanny Brough 
is facile pri at the work she has to do; art and nature combine 
to make Miss Elialine Terriss the most attractive of heroines. Mr. 
Seymour Hicks plays well in a part which offers next to no opportu- 
nities,)Mr. Arthur Bishop gives his usual weight and authority toan 

















AT THE CRITERION. 


Tue Ma-tx-Law—a Ma(n}-pror. 


alderman with an infirmity of expletives, Mr. Herbert Standing 
makes no mistakes, and handsome Miss Cynthia Brooke as the 
scheming Polish Countess Lodoiska (another character carrying— 
shall I say ?—a load-o’-whiskers on it!), Miss G. Henriques as the 
servant spy, Mr. J. L. Mackay as a fatuous young man, and Messrs 
Little and Vane-Tempest in t rather iz bl rts 


ind effective: 





The poor, but honest, 
melodrama, Alone in 
London, has been re- 
vived at the Princess’s 
by Mr. Robert Arthur, 
with all the buttons on. 
The setting is some- 
thing more than 
reputable, while the 
Westminster Bridge 
scene is “‘ exactly like,” 
and the sensation of 
the opening of the 
Floodgates,ifsomewhat | 
open to the suggestion | 
of “ keeping the promise | | 
to the ear” (or rather, 
eye) “but not to the 
sense’”’ is, perhaps, all 
that could be expected 
and adequately thrill- 
ing at the price. The 
company is of high 
calibre. Miss Ethel 
M. Ward has, perhaps, 
more than she knows AT THE PRINCESS’S. 


6h Ae lt ag Ny A Loan tx Lonpox. THE REMARKABLE BANKER 
the chickweed boy,” | x Lonpon. 2 RE — 


WHO SHEDS “FLIMSIES” IN WESTMINSTER 
but, by the engagement Bripce Roap. 


of capable folks like 

Messrs. William Clayton, Frank Lacy (particularly fresh and 
natural), Sidney Howard, and Misses Lillah McCarthy and Minnie 
Sadler, and such established favourites as Messrs. Frank Cooper, 
Fred Emney, Lawrance D’Orsay, and Miss Laura Linden, Mr. 
Arthur shows that he “‘ means business.”” Wherefore—let business 
result, say I. 


In consequence of the increasing popularity of A Trip to Midget- 
town at the New Olympic Theatre, Messrs. Carl and Theodor 
Rosenfeld have decided to continue it until Christmas, when they 
will produce a Lilliputian pantomime on a grand scale. 


The Sunday concerts at Queen’s Hall commenced on Sunday last, 
and will be continued at 3-30 and 7 p.m. on each succeeding Sunday 
up to and including Sunday, the 8th April, 1900. The afternoon 
concerts will be of the same high-class as those which won so large 
@ measure of popular appreciation during the season of 1898-9. The 
famous Queen’s Hall orchestra will perform on each occasion, under 
the direction of Mr. Henry J. Wood. First-class soloists—vocal 
and instrumental—will also be engaged. Season tickets for the 
series of 26 afternoon concerts will shortly be obtainable from the 
manager, Mr. Robert Newman, at Queen’s Hall, at the following 
prices: Three guineas for a seat (numbered and reserved) in the 
grand circle; two guineas for an unreserved seat in the area stalls; 
and one guinea for an unreserved seat in the balcony. In order to 
maintain the afternoon concerts on their present scale of excellence, 
it has been found necessary to slightly raise the price of certain of 
the seats to those of the audience who pay at the doors, so that the 
necessarily heavy expenses of the afternoon concerts may be more 
adequately met. For the evening concerts it is proposed to give a 
less elaborate and more varied programme, and seats will be obtain- 
able at cheaper prices than in the afternoons. Applications for seats 
should be addressed tothe manager, Mr. Robert Newman, at Queen’s 
Halli, Langham Place, W. 



































A Misnomer. 
Her Majesty's Theatre is just now His Majesty’s—King John’s. 








Not at the Princess’s. 


A Loan in London.—Attenborough’s on my watch. 








Overheard in the Strand. 


A motor has just come to a standstill. 
Passenger on 'bus to Driver: “‘ Ah! they have broke down ; how 
they going to get it home?”’ 
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“ Sat Upon.” 


WueEwn Johnson rolls home late at night, 
Delayed by festive cup, 

He finds his wife sits up for him, 
And then makes him “ sit up”’! 








Changed His Mind.’ ** 


«¢¢ Actions speak louder than words,’ ”’ 
soliloquised Mr. Stayout, as he crept 
upstairs in the small hours of the morn- 
ing. Then Mrs. S. met him with such 
a torrent of language that he began to 
doubt the truth of the saying. 








Fun in Brief. 


A Srop-Gap.—A set of false teeth. 
A-Round Robin.—Feathers. 
Bush-Rangers.—Birds. 
A Flat Race.—‘t Norfolk Howards.” 
A Oraft-y Design.—Plan of a ship. 
Brought to the Block.—* Block orna- 
| ments.” 
‘‘Barn-Stormers.”’—Thunder and light- 
ning. 
A Grave Charge.—Burial fees. 
On ’Change.—My wife’s hand. 








The Baby in the Train. 
By a BACHELOR. 


I MUMBLE, growl, and grumble, 
And the reason I complain, 
Is that I always stumble 
On a baby in the train. 


¢% seek a smoking carriage 
To escape, but all in vain, 
The offspring of some marriage, 
That’s the baby in the train. 


I’ve travelled by excursion 














But I’ll not do so again, 
I hadn’t much diversion 
With a baby in the train. 
I’ve journeyed by the vg ae TOO GENEROUS. 
But it’s burnt into my brain, Curate (to porter, who has been hard at work looking after his wuggage and that of a 
That every place is full, man, couple of his po 3 ya "Er, my man, you've been very naice and o ng—very a Bs 
With the baby in the train. HAVE YOU CHANGE OF THRUPPENCE?’ 








Mrs. Mike and Mr. Dooley. 


AN APPEAL TO THE ARCHEY ROAD PHILOSOPHER OF 
PEACE AND WAR. 


[Highbury people have been distressed by the ejection of the 
famous ‘“‘Mrs. Mike,” the policemen’s cat, from her long-held 
position at the corner of St. Augustine’s Churchyard.—Daily News.) 


‘“‘*Twud br-reak our hear-rts to lose our little pet.” 
Mr. Doouey on “ The President's Cat.” 


Ho, Dooley of the caustic wit— 
* Ho, Dooley of the stolid mirth 
That sees (and gravely grins at it) 
The topsy-turveyness of earth— 
Behold an Irish matron’s woe 
(Irish, at least, by name), and strike 
A strong compatriot’s champion blow 
" For mournful Mrs. Mike ! 


In Erin’s once unhappy isle 
The days are past, when (far more stern z 
And hard than “ th’ judge at th’ Dhry-fuss thrile ”) 
Unpitying landlords wont to turn 
Poor starvelings from the rude hut’s “ doo-or 


. . onart La ¢ Meili xe 
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: ;% a4 —_ 
Evicted Mrs. Mike 





Who roams our nation’s Abbey o'er, 
The Rome Ooenes ee views ; 
Must t Augustine grant no more 
A rous corner to the Mews? 
Ho, ley, hear the plaint of Puss 
Unhoused! and let thy satire strike 
The heartless tyrants who have thus 
Ejected Mrs. Mike ! 
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His Complaint. 


Lodyer.—* 1 can’t stay here any longer, Mrs. Binks.” 


Landlady.—" Why not, sir? What is your complaint?” 
Lodger. — “ Lung-complaint ; your baby howls too much.” 





a rarer a 











The Straight Tip. 


; J . eo +4 
Waiter Yes—for a tip. 















































































OcrosBEerR 10, 1899. 










































































ere Tillis i i, : ie sic SF j [| 
WHT Ma i" | Oy fesesereenaseueg 
} j | i | i} 
WU i “ | THEE 
Wa 4 , Hs 1 | thy 
yan \ | Sf ! : 1 | 
| 
, antentel ( f bt oe 
































bueuae 

















Az~e SEG 

















=e" 
— an wa eS SS 










































































































































































// / / I 


7} 
MAKING THINGS SQUARE. 

Our French Master (a pabtriot).—‘Smeef, I see in the papair zat the ‘firm of your 
father ‘as ze Exposition boycotted, also you know not the vearb etre, boy. - I bear no 
malice—you vill stay in until six dis evenin’, and from two till four every, Wednesday 
and Saturday, until ze end of ze tarm!” 








“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s” WASHERWOMAN. 


I’m afraid that war will be the order 
of the day an’ night (I beleaves the Boers 
are partial to night attacks). The way 
India sent off our troops was somethink 
splendid, an’ ought to make our home 
authorities blush as red as Tommy 
Atkins’s jacket, for more than once 
they ‘ave laid themselves open to a 
“jacketing ’’ on this score. 

The ‘‘open-air’” treatment for con- 
sumption ’as been tried at the North 
London Hospital, Hampstead, with 
marked success. This is cheerin’ news, 
for this deadly disease is rampant among 
us. You may think me a “cure”’ for 
sayin’ so, but, in my opinyun, there is a 
cure for ev’ry disease we are subject to, 
only they all ain’t been found out yet. 

3y-the-bye, with regard to the America 
Cup races, the proprietors of the Daily 
Mail are goin’ to ‘‘throw a light on 
the matter ’’ by flashin’ a light from the 
tower of Harmsworth Building—green if 
the Shamrock wins, an’ red if the 
Columbia wins. Messrs. Harmsworth 
are never “in the dark ” about anything 
—they find it ‘* Answers ” not to be. 

Cardinal Vaughan’s skeme that big 
incomes shoud be taxed for old-age 
pensions don’t strike me as bein’ ’arf a 
bad idear; surely the fortunate ones 
ought to contribute to the ’appiness of 
their less fortunate feller-creechurs. It 
ain’t right that some people shoud ’ave 
more money than they know wot to do 
with, while othurs starve for want of a 
bit of food. ‘*The cry of the poor” 
don’t seem able to penetrate some super- 
fine black cloth weskits an’ silk bodices. 
I ain’t no Socialist, but I’ve got a ’eart 
to feel for othurs. 

From Simla comes the news that the 
local Mullah is threaten’ Berbera on the 
Somali coast ; ’’e says that ’e’s the Mahdi, 
so four hundred infantry from Aden are 
goin’ to keep their eyes on ’im, wich 
ain’t aidin’ ’im in ’is endeavous to make 
a mull-er—or somethink like it. 

My boy Sam tells me that in the 
French sculling race for the Coupe de 
Paris,an Englishman, Mr. C. V. Fox, of 
Pembroke College, Oxford, won the final 
heat; not in a “ foxy”’ manner, but by 
bein’ game to the Jarst. 

Mr. Pilcher ’as met ’is death through 
*xperimentin’ with ’is flyin’ machine. 
The time may come wen we shall be 
able to fly, but at present it seems to be 
a “ flight of fancy.” 





CITY OF LONDON 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


” bs TAN GLOBS, or 


| Dea ‘ . ANUEHSUN 








Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 


ANDERSON’S 
DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BDVERY DESCRIPTION. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


” * 
9 GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear 
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